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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Splendid and terrible your love. 
I hold it to me like a flame; 
I hold it like a flame above 
The empty anguish of my breast. 
There let it stay, there let it rest — 
Deep in the heart whereto it came 
Of old as some wind-wearied bird 
Drops to its nest. 



THE OTHERS 

From our hidden places, 
By a secret path, 
We come in the moonlight 
To the side of the green rath. 

There the night through 
We take our pleasure, 
Dancing to such a measure 
As earth never knew. 

To dance and lilt 

And song without a name, 

So sweetly chanted 

'T would put a bird to shame. 
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The Others 



And many a maiden 
Is there, of mortal birth, 
Her young eyes laden 
With dreams of earth. 

Music so piercing wild 
And forest-sweet would bring 
Silence on blackbirds singing 
Their best in the ear of spring. 

And many a youth entranced 
Moves slow in the dreamy round, 
His brave lost feet enchanted 
With the rhythm of faery sound. 

Oh, many a thrush and blackbird 
Would fall to the dewy ground, 
And pine away in silence 
For envy of such a sound. 

So the night through, 

In our sad pleasure, 

We dance to many a measure 

That earth never knew. 

Seumas O'Sullivan 
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